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The Crisis Now
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copies of THE CRISIS NOW at $.25 apiece or 5 for $1.00

The editors of HIKA intend this issue as a warning to their own
generation. The warning will probably not be heeded. We are not crusaders
or zealots—we hold an opinion and we choose to represent it. But/ to hold
an opinion among our generation is to violate the sanction of the group.
Opinion is an individual matter, it is the sum of personal decision, and we are
no longer individuals. We cling to one another, we cannot stand being alone; .
everything is accomplished en masse from dating to thinking. The evil
of mass thought as it is manipulated by business, education, and "social eng
ineering," threatens both enterprise and independence, the very principles
which fostered American business and education. Our own writers analyze
the matter as it particularly concerns this generation now in attendance at
colleges, just starting its careers, or serving in the armed forces. Yet recogni
tion of the problem is a sparse beginning; the real combat against the apathy,
the cowardice, and the non-individualism of our generation must begin in a
campaign as extensive as those conducted against cancer or tuberculosis.
We are competent little people; we do not really want anything more
than a comfortable salary, a ranch house, and wives who will keep us from
the shadowy fringes of society. If we find nothing to do, we do nothing; if
we find something to do, we again do nothing. Yet perhaps someone will
listen, perhaps someone will fear a little his comfort and dompetence. v( e
may be heard.
—Tbe Editors

THE CRISIS NOW
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EGGARS AND KINGS
AT THE DAWN OF THE WORLD'S MOURNING
By Edwin B. Spievack

The day of the pioneers is past.
In the 20's of this century, the con
quest of the world's economic front
iers was possible and men, it
seemed, could truly direct their
lives. New world markets were
opening, industries developed to
meet the demands of an expanding
economy, scientific investigation in
creased technological knowlege and
consequently production advanced
so rapidly and so many new com
modities appeared that the world
seemed like a fantastic nightmare
where anything was reasonable. The
masses, it is true, hardly understood
what was happening; too often ex
ploited, they were the most expend
able element in the productive pro
cess. But no one really cared. De
pression however upset the balance.
The world crumbled and waited for
the next generation to pick up the
pieces. Unfortunately the younger
generation inherited fear of the
broken leviathan; it wanted no part
of reconstruction. Frontiers had fal
len, and those who could last out
the depression began concentrating
their power.
The younger generation is here
to serve, punch a clock, and end
the whole affair "with a whimper."
It divides the age into beggars and
kings—the beggars waiting for the
kings to emerge from their labora
tories and reconstruct society on the
principles of business machines and
cantilever bridges. Every beggar
will be a king without a crown,
every king a beggar without a
throne. The king, in other words,
is trying with an idea to do what
other generations have accompl
ished with shotguns. The beggar
is the unrefined matter upon which
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the king's scientific method fails to
impose order.
This description of the younger
generation is caught up in a limbo
of metaphor, yet it nevertheless con
veys the problem of a generation in
despair, a generation thoroughly
anesthetized against the world and
thoroughly hidden from itself. Such
a generation, the economic victim of
the 20's and the beneficiary of the
world's great liberal and equalitarian revolutions, is a confused heir
and a bitter executor. War took
from it everything but its lust for
physical comforts, wealth, and dis
play, left it without an idea by
which it might live, dislodged its
members, and made them cosmic D.
P's. As a result the young man and
woman of today are conscious of
being pawns which any force may
move; Chance and Fate are very
real and meaningful powers, the
body politic of the universe. In
the minds of our generation
the idea that a man may win
for himself anything but job,
family, and respect in the com
munity is as irrational as it is im
possible. In short Harry Truman
and Dean Acheson are not in Wash
ington because they can make his
tory, but because they can ward off
the course which history will in
evitably take. War, then, or the
fear of it, produces defeatism. A
long-range plan is ridiculous; the
primary concern is to get a job. If
a man has his job, home, and family*
he has a kingdom, a self-contained
empire. The fabric of contemporary
thought reveals certain patterns. De
featism, our most prevalent attitude
toward the business of living, grows
stronger and stronger as young men
of today begin to feel the signific-

ance of their economic inheritance.
As a result of expansion in the
20's, the younger generation has,
economically at least, become time's
liability. With little faith in its own
resourcefulness, and with even more
disillusionment than the problems
of our age justify, it dissipates its
initiative. Time, in this respect, is
obliged to compensate for the nar
rowness of the individual's own in
ner life. But time wields a venge
ance unless it is injected with sub
stance —with purpose. The leaders
of our generation, in spite of all
their education, cannot reckon with
this fact and so they prepare to be
executives, not owners, builders, or
inventors, but industrial stabilizers,
mitigators of price and wage dis
putes, and economic co-ordinators.
They bargain for security bought at
the price of freedom; self-develop
ment, self-expression, and the un
dertaking of risks are economic
suicide. The young man of today,
if he risks all the security he might
easily gain from a comfortable job,
is either berserk, desirous of what
somebody else already has, or pre
gnant with an ideal that may upset
the existing status quo and perhaps
establish a better one. Tne last
reason is certainly the most difficult
to understand; for in order that a
new idea have meaning, life itself
must hold some meaning This is
just what it fails to offer. The
achievements of the Renaissance, for
example, grew out of an almost re
ligious belief that man himself was
the end of all things, that the king
dom of heaven and the kingdom of
earth were one and the same thing,
and that this kingdom of heaven on
earth was built by means of devel
oping the native talents inherent in
everyman. Within the limits of
birth and death, therefore, individ
uals preoccupied themselves with
the problem of self-realization.
In the light of this historical per
spective, the younger generation
looks rather dreary. The young
man of today, unlike his forbears,
shows a certain lack of proportion.
The fulfillment of the whole indi
vidual, the thinking and working
person, atrophies as he divides his
life into parts and pursues security
with the idea that once it is achieved
the pursuit of life will be possible.
"Where (he) sees no further poss
ibility of fully living (his) life in
(his) profession, (he) makes a
temporal separation between the
two, and practices (his) profession

in order to create as quickly as poss
ible, a material basis for (his) life."1
The result is that "the mass of men
lead lives of quiet desperation." As
work has no other meaning than
security and retirement, so life is
emptied of its content or purpose
when work is absent. If one is not
part and parcel of the other, neither
has any significance.
The second inheritance of the
younger generation, the results of
the world's social and equalitarian
revolutions, affected democracy in
America as socialism affected Great
Britain and communism affected
Soviet Russia. The progressive and
liberal ideas engendered by these
revolutions created a social democ
racy in the United States, but social
consciousness actually divorced the
economic part of man's life from
the intellectual. Instead of joining
together to rouse in men the will to
work toward a result not merely
gratifying their pockets, the intel
lectual and the economic so di
vorced themsleves that the former
became only a means to enhance
the latter, to bloat it disproportion
ately.
Enemies of the People
Mankind's greatest protagonists
were perhaps its most vicious enemies. The forces that made men
like Napoleon and Bismarck poss
ible were active long before the men
themselves came on the scene. Na
tionalism broke the gas pocket in
which all of men's numb and torpid
desires to assert themselves lay dor
mant. It gave vent to the urge for
personal identity and emancipated
the individual from the yoke of
feudalism. Before the movement
had even exhausted itself, Rousseau
and Jefferson were already setting
down in simple and evocative terms
the meaning of human equality.
Marx then came with his commun
ism and established the brotherhood
of men within the framework of an
industrial environment. With blood
shed, revolution, and terror, Lib
erty, Equality, Fraternity became
significant entities, godly powers
charged with meaning and vitality.
The powers of liberation, however,
had a certain vengeance about them;
for freedom of the bank account
they asked enslavement of the mind.
Unfortunately, the younger genera'Ludwig Marcuse, 'The Oldest Younger
Generation." Partisan Review, MarchApril, 1952, pg. 214.

tion was to be called to account.
The economic ordering of life was
to make the cultural development
of the masses possible, leisure was
to level the disparity between the
common man and the intellectual,
cast all men in the same mold, and
make of them what God had truly
intended.
I call history into play to seek
out the threads which tie disorderly
events together in a somewhat mean
ingful way. We are by no means
stretching a point when we ask
events of the past what toll they
take of the present. In so doing
we may discover orderly and intelli
gible patterns. All our social and
liberal revolutions, aside from their
rationalizations, were grounded in
very material concerns, concerns
which, carried over into our day,
displaced the intellect as a guide or
balance wheel in life. Business, as
the mainstay in human events,
adopted a new set of values, but
not values born of the Industrial
Revolution. They were values that
had their place in an earlier time.
Freedom and equality became, in
advertising jargon, freedom and
equality of opportunity to choose
a job and produce. All conscious
effort was directed toward this end
and the mind attended to this kind
of prodding. Even educational in
stitutions opened their doors to bus
iness and industry, not with the
idea (as the C.I.O. puts it) that
students would study either the
classics or vocational subjects, but
both. It goes without saying where
the emphasis was put. A lathe is
far easier to master than Virgil, and
the sound of tempering steel is more
significant than the Aeneid. Even
the student of liberal arts and the
humanities, as a supposedly inde
pendent thinker, took up the songs
of the common man and, in glori
fying his occupations, lost all sense
of proportion. Instead of broaden
ing his vision, respecting specula
tion, he masticated a few lectures
and text books, gave back an Eng
lish novel in an objective quiz and
prepared himself for the glories of
a competitive society, already "a
phantom of delight." In effect, what
critics most feared in socialism and
communism, the reduction of cul
tural activity to the lowest common
denominator, became, with the on
set of a social and educational de
mocracy, a stark reality in this
country. It appears that the forces
5

of liberation always had in them
an element of slavery.
I do not want to convey the im
pression that the apathy and resig
nation so characteristic of the
younger generation are justified;
they may be the result of some al
most indefinable forces, but such
a fact offers little refuge. As any
politician well knows, revolutionary
forces are man-made and man is
adequate to combating them.
Whether the fight leads to gastric
ulcers is not a question we shall
labor here. It seems that if all we
had to worry about were a little
case of dyspepsia, a Ry-Krisp and
milk diet could easily solve our
problem. No matter how I look at
it, I cannot say the younger genera
tion is wholly a victim of circum
stances. It is rather a victim of its
own self-consciousness, a consci
ousness which it created, with which
it victimized itself, and which it
justified by vaguely perceived fears
of war, depression, and insecurity.
In place of more favorable or purposively significant ideals it accepts
the values of competition and free
enterprise, standards which earlier
captains of industry used to their
own advantage. Furthermore, it is
grossly immoderate; it will devote
all its energy and intellectual abil
ity to serve rather than be served.
Values with Social Engineering
That human values should have
become shoddy and threadbare Is
not difficult to understand. The im
mensity of the Industrial Revolu
tion was hardly comprehensible to
the common man. It needed, there
fore, an ideology readily acceptable
to the masses; it had to profess
values already ingrained in the mass
mind. Simply by an extension of
logic, Liberty, Equality, Fraternity
became synonymous with freedom
of enterprise and opportunity—the
Manifest Destiny of the nation be
came associated with that of indus
try. By a play on words the change
was easily accomplished; and as long
as business and industry were
young, the "new" values, no matter
how artificial, were sufficient. How
ever, there is no longer any youth
in our economic world; its vitality
is spent. At first glance it is not
unreasonable that there is a touch
of bitterness and disillusionment
in our age. The "youthful" values
of the 20's are the relative values of
the 50's. We still make our lives
6

according to the customs of the past,
but the old rituals have been drained
of their hallowedness.
The effect of this transition on
society has been almost devastating.
Cultural activity is at its ebb; hurry
and competition leave men without
energy for anything but the most
material matters, and even granting
the energy, the realities of economics
numb sensibility too much for
thought. For this reason we have
seen the resurgence of group action.
It is enough that the common man
co-operate as a member of society;
when he merges with it, society is
endangered. As individual activity
and self-determination become neg
ligible factors in society, the view
comes to be accepted that the in
dividual has no meaning except as
a member of a group. Such a con
sequence should not even be sur-"*
prising when we consider the enor
mous emphasis industrial society has
put upon the cultivation of group
skills. The recent prominence of
"social engineers" in working for
the planned manipulation of the in
dividual into the group role attests
to the importance society and in
dustry place on social harmony.
Human relations, the by-product of
"group integration" and "interper
sonal relations," is the demon god
of the social mass, the industrial
tool for the reduction of modern
tensions and for the adjustment of
the individual to his enviroment.
The prospects of this situation look
so dismal to us that were we to
find direct telephone lines between
industry and the social psycholo
gist's laboratories, we should hardly
be surprised.
That the younger generation i^
determined to emulate relative
ethics and values seems to the social
engineer a clear call for him to
minister to the ills of mankind. If
medicine can cure disease in the
body, why shouldn't psychology
prescribe for the mind, impress con
formity on it, and release its anx
iety? If science is to help man, how
ever, he must give up some of his
"bad" habits—self-reliance, inde
pendence, and individuality. The
"modern" man willingly abandons
any and all of these "habits," since
adherence to them is as pointless
as it is meaningless. To affirm
them is to embrace an ethical re
lativity which involves uncertainty
and confusion; to deny them is to
cuddle up to the warmth and cer
tainty of the group. The philosophy

of group cohesion, though it makes
sacrifice of individuality a necessity,
is, to say the least, compelling.
Group loyality is itself a moral act;
the system becomes a dispenser of
decision, action, and thought, and
in this, according to the dynamic
manifesto of social engineering, an
instrument for a better society. In
dividualism slips back into a re
laxed torpor something like the
state of depravity it reached during
the Middle Ages. But there is al
ways in the back of the social en
gineer's mind that by this type of
cocainization, society may yet be
benefited or harmonized.
Beggars Revisited
At the beginning it was perhaps
a little harsh to liken the younger
generation to an organization of
beggars. But, nevertheless, after
setting down some of my thoughts
the analogy still seems to hold. The
new view of man—as Social Man—
holds that he is a creature of his
environment, following the preju
dices and whims of his group. As
a human being he is almost totally
incapable of the self-determination
of his life or destiny. The self-reli
ance about which we have been ac
customed to speak has been con
verted into group reliance, and in
dependence means social interde
pendence. Such a characterization
leaves us with a rather colorless
picture, but it seems the only one
we may rightly conjure up. The
beggar asks from Time something
for which he is not willing to pay.
Aside from the most materialistic
objects, he demands certainty, se
curity and purpose. The age will
offer none of these; it will perhaps
take more from us than we can
possibly gain. But between the op
pressiveness of an age and the po
tentialities of a human being there
is such a wide range of difference
that the age may be made either to
stand or give its ground. At the
dawn of the world's mourning iso
lation for the individual may be
unbearable, but it is inevitable un
less we really mean to further dis
sipate man and his mind. History
holds at least, if not more than, a
thousand examples of the superi
ority of the individual to the group.
Wherever History has been made,
man made it, no matter what forces
we may discover at work. He fas
hioned it to his own desires and
created it in his own image.

new esthetics of the future." Only
within the great mass must the in
dividuality of every member be un
derscored. In addition, the poet in
revolt must glorify the occupations
of the great mass:

An American Tragedy
FROM WHITMAN
TO WOOLWORTH'S

by George W. Geasey

Americans have insistently ad
vanced the cause of the common
man. No movement however so ex
aggerated the common man and so
destroyed whatever might really
have benefited him as that originat
ing with the literary revolutionists
in nineteenth century America.
Somewhere amid the healthy odor
of the literary climate in the region
from Whitman to Sandburg there
suspiciously rotten scent.
lurks
Walt Whitman's vision failed from
method for
the very outset as
practicing poets. Whitman himself
manipulated it with whatever por
tion of success one cares to allot to
abundant vitality and overabundant
disorder. Free verse, the spirit of
revolt, and the song of wigwams, lo
comotives, and telegraph poles have
passed to the anthologists, histor
ians, and advertising copywriters.
Beyond Whitman American litera
ture held to its democratic vistas too
narrowly for the spirit of revolt
ever to maintain itself.
The wonder of Whitman lies in
his bewildering unshakeability. No
thing—no circumstance however ap
palling—could apparently move
him from his sturdy faith in the
great mass of American people
Herein is the foundation and the
scourge of his theory: . . • with
yet unshaken faith in the elements
of the American masses, the cornposites, of both sexes, and even con
sider'd as individuals—and ever re-

cognizing in them the broadest
bases of the best literary and es
thetic appreciation—I proceed with
my speculations, Vistas." Yet Whit
man saw—"Confess that every
where, in shop, street, church, thea
tre, bar-room, official chair, are per
vading flippancy and vulgarity, low
cunning, infidelity—everywhere the
youth puny, impudent, foppish, pre
maturely ripe . . .
The sight
never shook from him the convic
tion that "a new founded literature"
could remove "these lamentable con
ditions" and mold "a sane and
heroic life." Literature must build
where religion crumbles. With this
concomitant notion I cannot con
cern myself here. The large stones
in religion's monumental collapse
seem still to be showering us. Whit
man's primary conceit, the principle
upon which the American spirit of
revolt in literature was founded,
must undergo investigation.
If the path to sanity and heroism
lay through the great mass of
people, then the people themselves
should be glorified. The problem,
as it seems to me, presented to the
New World, is, under permanent
law and order, and after preserving
cohesion, ( ensemble-Individuality,)
at all hazards, to vitalize man's free
play of special Personalism, recog
nizing in it something that calls
ever more to be consider'd, fed, and
adopted as the substratum for the
best that belongs to us, (govern
ment indeed is for it) including the

A song for occupations!
In the labor of engines and trades
and the labor of fields I find
the developments,
And find the eternal meaning.

The working man, the employee
alone is worthy: "The depravity of
the business classes of our country
is not less than has been supposed,
but infinitely greater." These ap
proaches to the democratic vista ao
not exclusively originate with Whit
man. The plea for a fresh national
literature always mindful of the
great mass of men had earlier arisen
among the addresses of America's
scholar gypsy, Ralph Waldo Emer
son. "Our day of dependence, our
long apprenticeship to the learning
of other lands, draws to a close," he
exhorted the "American Scholar."
The Wordsworthian world-picture,
the nineteenth century scheme of re
volutions had attracted the raw hy
potheses of America's most novel
intellects. All men, born equal,
were thereby entitled to equal cele
bration in literature. With Emerson's chants to bolster him, Whit
man toppled into the struggle
against Europeanism and the "de
pravity of the business classes."
Perhaps our own generation, school
ed in critical method, can survey the
damage and set itself to the quickest
repairs.
The nineteenth century revolutionists exorcised the demon Busi
ness and cried for the virtues of
hard labor and clean living. There
is scarcely anything closer to the
sordid homeliness of "Orphan An
nie" than Emerson's definition of
self-reliance or character. Had this
matter alone been handed down to
Whitman for its most decisive ex
pression, the damage to American
thought and literature should per
haps have proceeded only so far as
the damage by trade unionism on
the society of the nation. When
Emerson, in constructing principles
of character for all men, almost un
knowingly emphasized practices best
suited to bloodthirsty independence
and competition, his contradiction
could be blamed on an overzealous
attachment to his cause and on the
demands of nineteenth century oraton . Yet we should have no diffi7

culty in believing the reports of Em
erson's regret at misunderstanding
of his most essential theories. "No
thing is at last sacred but the integ
rity of your own mind ' stands as
one of fhe passages more vulnerable
to misinterpretation; yet "A fool
ish consistency is the hobgoblin of
little minds . .
admits the most
destructive applicaiions. Without
diverging at all from the text itself,
contradiction, deceit, and falsity are
readily excusable as " foolish con
sistencies." Jay Gould, Cornelius
Vanderbilt, and John Rockefeller
hardly required passages from Em
erson to excuse their manipulations.
Their need lay in an extension of
Emerson's tenets, a need well-satis
fied for their descendants in the
generations after Whitman. The
very evils of American business
which the nineteenth century revo
lutionists so vaguely perceived and
against which they so ineffectually
wrote underwent the most profit
able glorification possible at the
hands of the hottest rebel and his
followers. To glorify the common
man Whitman glorified his occupa
tions, the trades, the labors, in which
he engaged; to carry on the spirit
of Emerson, Whitman preached the
mind reliant on itself alone and
"man's free play of special peisonalism." This combination and its
effects on American culture and
American society established them
selves not only as the means for an
ungovernable literary movement but
also as the source for that peculiar
evil of the word which inhabits our
age—propaganda
It is dreadful
enough that the opinions of the least
thoughtful members of a nation
should serve as the common denom
inator for all opinion; it is more
than dreadful that opinion in tne
least thoughtful member should
sprout under the cultivation of those
individuals whose manipulation of
an idea and its verbal realization
functions quite legitimately in Walt
Whitman's "athletic democracy."
The Romance of Business
I hear America singing, the varied
carols I hear,
Those of mechanics, each one sing
ing his as it should be blithe
strong . . .
Walt Whitman romanticized la
bor. He romanticized it in the big
gest and broadest terms possible,
and in so doing he created a liter
ary technique and an effective meth
od for propaganda. The domi
8

nance of the latter and its fiftyyear courting of the poets have cut
off from modern poetry the exuber
ance or the freedom of a Whitman.
To hear America sing, to weld to
the themes of poetic discourse the
occupations of common men, to
apostrophize democracy in terms not
encumbered with conventionalized
or ornamental devices was to push
American
literature
closer
to
achievement of its own more than
any previous movement or isolated
attempt. But the excesses in Whit
man feed on the firm reason dictat
ing his theories of verse. No man
can adhere so faithfully to the great
mass of men without hurting him
self or his visions; no man can pro
pose to eradicate the "pervading
flippancy and vulgarity" of the com
mon man without any plan beyond
eradication itself. I do not mention
the hints at "athletic democracy" or
sacred motherhood, the visionary's
moment of ecstasy. No objection
can make "I hear America singing"
an altogether worthless poem. Its
trouble is that it is false to the very
things about which it has been writ
ten. It falsifies the existing condi
tion of the classes mentioned in it
and it betrays them to an impression
of gayety and delight in labor that
have certainly never existed so uni
versally as this poem and a good
portion of Whitman's other pieces
have depicted them. An old prob
lem in the discussion of aesthetics
concerns itself with the presentation
of the ugly or the unpleasant in
art. The question has recently been
resolved in favor of the representa
tion of once "unaesthetic" matter—
the foul, the unattractive, the repell
ent. The acceptance in the twent-*
ieth century of a "Wasteland" and
of naturalistic fiction indicates our
willingness to abide by the resolu
tion. Certainly poetry with only
the intention to convert its reader
socially, politically, or morally does
not rest on sound motives; yet po
etry which deliberately falsifies and
overlooks a state of affairs, when its
author declares that he plans to deal
principally with that state of affair*,
is not even so sound as the poetry of
conversion. Poetry faces up to the
material it utilizes, or it fails as
poetry. Whitman, then, managed to
undermine poetry as much as the
American imitators of Tennyson
hindered it. Had poetry alone suf
fered, our generation would have to
confront only a literary question.
The effect of Whitman's falsifica

tion of American thought altogether
raises a menacing situation. Perhaps
an informal recollection of Ameri
can intellectual history from 1870 to
1950 will disclose the situation.
Among the most prominent of
Whitman's immediate followers was
Joaquin Miller. Even he however
failed to exert the strength of the
organized movement originating
with Harriet Monroe and her Po
etry magazine in Chicago.
Most
histories of recent American poetry
are inclined to reserve sacred por
tions of their texts to Poetry—the
strong little guardian of twentieth
century verse for the nation.
I
should term Miss Monroe's fortyyear venture the bastard demon of
American letters. With a singularly
prejudiced tastelessness, Miss Mon
roe set out to revivify and freshen
American poetry according to Whit
man: "To have great poets there
must be great audiences too." The
results are best available in the an
thology culled from some thirty
years of publication, The New Po
etry. Stevens, Eliot, Moore, Hardy
appeared; but here too one can dis
cover in the greenest shade of Whit
man's garden, the monument to
Sandburg, Lindsay, Masters, Amy
Lowell, Macleish, and Bodenheim.
The pieces run from Sandburg's por
trait of Chicago as a lusty but up
roariously happy butcher-boy to Bodenheim's six lines "To a discarded
steel rail." Although the imposed
vitality and falsification persist, a
thread of bitterness creeps through
a noticeable portion of their poems.
Not all his followers could quite
subsist on Walt's fidelity.
But de
spite the unmatching threads, the
destructive element flourished.
In
the midst of rabid unionism, fair
trade laws, and muckraking un
equalled in its violence, American
poetry still offered much of itself to
Whitman's denial of profound evil
and deep-rooted illness in the na
tion. The recognition of "pervad
ing flippancy
and vulgarity" satis
fied Whitman; little more comforted
his followers. If the muckrakers
and yellow journalists only ruhbed
their fingers through the thick dirt
gathered on business and society,
the school kept by Harriet Monroe
merely followed the finger-lines left
by others. Eliot's "Wasteland," so
far as I know, never appeared in
Poetry magazine, yet it provided
contemporary poets with a way and
a means of sturdily examining their
own civilization. It prodded beyond

the externals of decay and waste
with something more than exhorta
tion or reform as its objective. To
contrast with it even the best of
Mrs Monroe's Americanized pcets
is perhaps a trifle unfair. Yet tdgar
Lee Masters' Spoon River Antholog)" is characteristic of poetry at
work with the superficial aspects of
a situation:
Editor Whedon
To be able to see every side of every
question;
To be on every side, to be every
thing, to be nothing long;
To pervert truth, to ride it for a
purpose,
To use great feelings and passions
of the human family
For base designs, for cunning ends.
To wear a mask like the Greek
actors—
Your eight-page paper—b e h i n d
which you huddle,
Bawling through the megaphone of
big type:
'This is I, the giant.'
Thereby also living the life of a
sneak-thief,
Poisoned with the anonymous words
Of your clandestine soul.
By way of comparison I refer
the reader not to the entire Waste
land," but to hdwin Arlington
Robinson's "Richard Cory," which
in its four stanzas condenses the best
of "Spoon River" and eliminates its
worst. The Monroe anthology sur
prisingly represents Robinson rather
well
All of Robinson and the finest of
Masters can hardly stand up against
the scraps and squibs of Poetry's
abundant little Whitmans. Pressed
into the service of Miss Monroe's
potent corps, their careers "were
made." Their tenure as poets had
by 1920 disrupted the development
of American verse and left it open
to Eliot's reshaping. Pound for a
time had of course dropped noisily
into the movement: "My City, my
beloved, Thou art a maid with no
breasts . . .
The most persistent,
the members who stayed and stayed,
formed that group whose effect on
American culture proved most dis
tressing.
A few like John Reed
were seduced into intimacies with
the Communist doctrine or with
ideologies equally attractive and unthreatening to the liberal imagina
tion in the first thirty years of this
country. I cannot however hope to
take the measure of present-day li
beralism in its various limbos be
tween left and right, politics and in
tellect, or Communism and heroism,
in order to determine just what

ever happened to the American
liberal. I am instead troubled over
the Macleishes and Sandburgs
whose defection from the rank of
poets in good standing among other
poets can be traced to some mis
deed aside from the quality of verse.
One of the controversies frequ
ently excited among modern poets
revolves about the status of their
breed in society. According to the
extremes of the argument, the poet
either steps out of society and
writes for other poets or he im
merses himself wholeheartedly in
society and writes for everybody.
Among the adherents to the former
extreme Archibald Macleish and
Carl Sandburg have brought ruin
on themselves as a result of their
association with "big business." Our
sympathies however must align
themselves with this cold-blooded
minority so long as we recognize
that both Macleish and Sandburg
carried the Whitman program to
its most destructive proportions, the
point at which "I hear America
singing" functions as the trademark
and sole property of public rela
tions experts and lobbyists. The
very business classes whom he ana
thematized now own Walt Whit
man. They are much stronger,
much more widely potent business
classes than those of the late nine
teenth century. Their weapon is the
word itself; their armies are propa
gandists.
When the founders of Time,
Life, and Fortune had established a
healthy enterprise, they bolstered it
with poets. They knew that the
foundations of American thought
could be relaid so flexibly as to per
mit the most expedient change at
the most available moment. The in
cessant hammering into Americans
of robust Americanism itself, they
knew, would construct the pattern
most suitable to their vision. Whit
man had only seen the vision; the
new seers examined its details and
planned for emergencies. This is
not to stir the often mistaken en
mity against Time and its fellows;
insofar as these institutions negoti
ated with the poets quite openly
and extensively, they are relevant
to our problem. The organizers of
Time, Incorporated, further issued
Fortune, the most lavish instrument
of the modern visionaries. When
Macleish joined Fortune in its early
days, it had just entered on its dozen
more years of romanticizing
nl
American business. Here the \\ hit-

man tradition passed into the final
segment of its great modification
and emerged full-blown as a cap
able tool for perverting thought.
The "Song for Occupations" be
came the double-page spread with
two-color pictures of machines,
mills, and managers, all wrapped up
in a poetically evasive prose. Dur
ing the period that Macleish served
on Fortune's board of editors, the
glorification process covered busi
ness from the brothers Van Sweringen of the Nickel Plate Road to
W illiam Randolph Hearst and the
McKesson and Robbins swindle, the
last a proof that business would not
tolerate pirates in its midst. The
Fortune venture was the biggest,
the most extravagant "Song for Oc
cupations," the hymn of praise, not
for labor itself, but for the idea of
labor and of business. It defended
American industry and "big busi
ness" against loss of faith in the
face of depression, monopoly, and
the entangling growth of mechani
zation. Macleish—the poet turned
executive—submitted to the need
for songmakers in the fashioning of
industry's epic. The epic rose as
Sandburg wrote for oversized pages
and sank as James Agee's expedi
tion to the South for a pictorial re
cord of America in song revealed
a poverty not quite believable in ma
femme democracy. Macleish how
ever cannot be held accountable for
criminal action; nor can Fortune be
arraigned. The restoration of faith
in business after the collapse of 1933
did not necessarily involve treachery
against the American mind. What
occurred was simply another step in
the manipulation of the Whitman
tradition. The very excuse for such
a step lies in the fact that its method
can at least be criticized. The idea
and its purposes were tangible and
open to analysis. Indeed, the For
tune of our own era attacks ad
vanced misuses of Whitman's vision.
Idols and Institutions
Nothing today is sacred except
that which creates its own sacredness We are members of an instltionilized society' in which every In
stitution has so persisted in asserting
its sacredriess that no force can un
dermine it. The ensemble-Individ
uality that Whitman demanded has
masked itself today as the element
which aids personnel experts and
"social engineers" in their "pro
jects" for comfortable living and
9
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working. "America is a big country
—and we've got to live and work
together as individuals in a group
to make the ideas of democracy and
freedom succeed." This, shamefully
enough, parodies both Whitman and
the inspirational message of any
sales manager or lodge commander.
Men must function as members of
a society; but they are individuals
both within and apart from society.
The individual does not merge with
society—he rather cooperates with
his society as an individual, a dis
tinct personality. Yet the idea of
men in crowds moving toward some
common but undefined end—Whit
man's ensemble-Individuality—has
so taken hold of our age that we
cannot endure isolation or loneli
ness. The romanticization of indus
try, where bigness and working to
gether for a purpose clearly under
standable to only a few predomi
nate; the glorification of labor, of
crowds, of cities, and even of self
when ". . . every atom belonging to
me as good belongs to you" in the
stream of "liberated" poetry issuing
from the Monroe group, in the epics
of business where the former contri
butors to Poetry stood out as the
leading celebrators, and in the insti
tutional advertising of the moment;
all this compulsion to construct on
the largest possible scale and to an
nihilate the small has crushed what
ever individuality or personality re
mained in America. Without know
ing just where we must travel or
how we must decide, we confront
Whitman on billboards and extracts
of his doctrine in documents from
the Reader's Digest to the New
York Times* The influence can be
measured; the method itself can nd
longer adequately be discussed. For
this reason the very object of my
argument may appear incoherent,
and those aspects of my discussion
immediately relevant to this genera
tion may depend too much on the
depiction of effects rather than of
causes. I can only hint at the
method as it reveals itself in adver
tising messages:
. . Radio reaches people un
limited."
"Creating new wealth for America."
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"In an industry whose very essence
is bigness, National Steel is
big."
"In the time-hallowed homes that

crown Kentucky's
slopes."

bluegrass

"This boy has a future. A future
made available by the Amer
ican way of life. The liberty
and opportunity to develop his
abilities and the means with
which to improve his talents
are provided by America's un
restricted rights of youth to
do for himself This unrestric
ted right to gain experience in
business and practice the way
of successful living by learning
while earning is a heritage of
American youth which should
be jealously guarded."
All these examples are from the
first seventy pages of one issue of
Newsweek, the first
twenty-five
pages of one issue of Life, and the
Mount Vernon (Ohio) News.
The process has come full round
and reversed itself while at the same
time utilizing every notion in its
past. From Emerson's self-reliance
we have passed ir/o the control of
those who defined the spirit of in
dependence and revolt to their own
particular advantages and formed
others in their own image. "In a
country where 'individualism'—in
dependence and self-reliance—was
the watchword for three centuries,
the view is now coming to be ac
cepted that the individual himself
has no meaning—except, that is, as
a member of a group," says William
H. Whyte, Jr. in Fortune. "The
pendulum," he continues, "has
swung too far." As matters stand,
it seems that Whitman first mis
guided the pendulum. For the idea
of self-reliance in combination with
the idea of ensemble-Individuality,
or a commixture of individual and
group, and with the romanticizing
of business and occupations, offered
itself too easily as a sacrifice to un.
limited definition and crude hypo
thesis. Whitman preached a "tower
ing selfhood," but his "Song of
Myself" began:
I celebrate myself, and sing myself,
And what I assume you shall
'assume,
For every atom belonging to me
as good belongs to you.

The problem is no longer strictly
literary. In a sense we confront a
quiet national disaster. The poet
must face his consequences; so must
an entire age. Let its members at
least believe that their atoms are
their own.

LONG ISLAND MANSIONS

Here has decorum found its blondest days.
The white and columned homes have marble stairs
And blue-stone driveways to their Georgian poise.
No rubber balls sail up these thoroughfares
In search of windows, top hats, or small hands,
For the long games and taut, productive glands
That water any neighborhood where noise
Rattles the mothers to their staunch amaze
Cannot be found. Here it is otherwise,
Where life invokes the silence that commands.
No, this is not the neighborhood for noise.
And rightly so. For money made this prize.
This one sign of the fantasy of ease.
The men who worked their hearts and muscles dry
For Scotch and Cadillacs and certainties
Their stocks and bonds promote have nonetheless
Made for themselves the special loneliness
The quiet streets display. They must comply
With rigors that the bourgeois canonize
And poor men keep like dogs. We learn to try
Our wits and bones against the dreadfulness
That we have made and are most measured by.
But for this clumsy notion, we might go
After the Missing Apple or the Grail
That teases us to our mild constancy
And duty to the work at which we fail
Since we reach out to gain another shore
Too far behind, too far ahead, and more
Than we have dreamed. In dreams, we've mastery
Over the hidden knowledge that we know
Is somewhere near and somewhere far away.
The savage moral serves to underscore
Our prime volition to be slaves and free.
—Roger Hecht
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TILTING WITH WINDMILLS
Two American Writers Search for Values
By Richard Francisco

What most concerns the young
American intellectual today? If we
accept the central theses of two re
cent books, the search for "posi
tive" moral, social, and political
values is the dominant pursuit.
William Buckley, author of God
and Man at Yale, enunciates a be
lief in Christianity and freedom of
the individual as innately good and
finds his alma mater subverting
both values; while John Aldridge,
author of After the Lost Genera
tion, deplores the unevaluative at
titude of contemporary novelists,
who crusade for no ideals and up
hold "negative" values. Both books
represent a similar intellectual de
velopment by two reflective young
men exposed to approximately the
same social and political conditions,
though one merely speculates on
how to restore "positive" values to
literature while the other discovers
two such values for himself and ap
plies them to economics and reli
gion. Ironically, however, the re
sponse to these philosophically simi
lar books has been strangely diver
gent. Aldridge's book was enthusi
astically received in the popular
press as indicative of a critical
awakening in the maturing younger
generation to the fallacious pragma
tic and relativistic approach to eth
ical values which has recently domi
nated American thought. Aldridge's
thinking was so auspiciously in
agreement with the latest "hue and
cry" from the editorial page and
the lecture platform, that the re
viewers of his critical study over
looked his approach, which is so
highly subjective that it denies over
12

twenty years of progress in Ameri
can criticism. Moreover when these
reviewers evaluated Buckley's book,
with its positive assertions of values,
they forgot Aldridge's statement
that the "healthy" artist or writer
must express "a dogmatic belief in
his supreme power as an individual
and a complete contempt for every
thing which stands in the way of
its exercise."

complaint that contemporary litera
ture cannot equal that of the past.
Thus the reader who admires Al
dridge and deplores Buckley exhi
bits an inconsistency of critical ap
proach by evaluating the books with
personal prejudice. Such readers
miss the significant, though highly
questionable, mode of thinking
which underlies the apparent issues
in both books.

Certainly this statement summar
izes Buckley's position when he
writes in his preface that " I am
dedicated to my cause." By Aldri
dge's standard at least, we ought to
acknowledge Buckley as a "healthy"
minded American intellectual; yet
a serious writer on the contemporary
scene has called him "an ignorant
and twisted young man." The irony
is that many readers who agree with
Aldridge's statement dislike Buckley
because he attacks two institutions
about which their thinking is un
derstandably confused — religion
and economics in America. Like
many other Americans, these readers
find it difficult to reconcile a con
stitutional heritage which upholds a
secularism through the separation
of church and state and a capital
istic economy, with their personal
spiritual needs and social ideas.
Consequently they cannot think ra
tionally about Buckley's ideas until
they have clarified their own
thoughts, and the uncertainty inher
ent in this situation has made them
even more hostile than might be
expected to Buckley's argument.
Aldridge's ideas, however, are un
critically accepted by most because
he adopts the eternally popular

Despite the distinctly different
subject matter of Aldridge's and
Buckley's books, their attitudes
complement each other; one re
cords a curious fin de siecle weari
ness (fifty years prematurely) of
those who returned from war to
find the country no better, and per
haps worse, than when they left.
According to Aldridge the youthful
idealism, which might have turned
to indignation for reform, was ex
hausted by the war and replaced by
apathetic
resignation.
Aldridge
penetratingly reveals this attitude
when he says: "The idea on which
this book is based has grown out of
a time almost eight years ago when
a lot of us were younger than we
now are by considerably more than
eight years and still able to think
about tomorrow as if it were abso
lutely sure to come." But this atti
tude represents only the feeling of
Aldridge and his friends; and other
veterans, whose service was not so
long as Aldridge's, emerged from
military duty buoyantly sustained in
fresh convictions. William Buckley
belongs to the latter group, as the
first paragraph of his forward sug
gests: "During the years \046 to
1950, I was an undergraduate at

Yale University. I arrived in New
Haven from a two year stint in the
Army, and I brought with me a
firm belief in Christianity and a pro
found respect for American institu
tions and traditions." These views
contradict one another; but those of
us who remember the post war
years, recall that both attitudes ex
isted, though the Aldridges rather
than the Buckleys were dominant.
Both types of these young intellect
uals realized that the way to pre
vent war was to achieve stability,
which they thought proceeded from
society attaching similar degrees of
worth to universal practices and
customs. In some such manner Aldridge and Buckley reflected on the
need for a comprehensive order of
values; Aldridge presents his reflec
tions in the two most important
chapters of his book, "The Search
for Values" and "The Writer in
America," while Buckley, having
meditated on the situation previous
to the actual writing of his book,
only presents the application of his
decision. However, both seem to
agree with Ortega y Gasset in "Re
volt of the Masses," when he says:
"There is no culture where there
are no standards to which fellowmen can have recourse."
Aldridge and Buckley are not the
first of the young intellectuals
searching for universal values, how
ever, since the movement received
its first
enunciation several years
ago when a small book of some in
fluence in intellectual circles ap
peared. "Conservatism Revisited," by
the young American historian and
poet, Peter Viereck, tried to redefine
conservatism so that it was no
longer synonymous with reaction.
The important point for this essay,
though, is Viereck's statement about
values: "Conservatism belongs to
society as a whole, for its purpose
is to preserve the values needed by
society as a whole." While there is
some doubt whether a "society of
the whole" still exists (a statement
which we will consider later), the
essential word at the moment is
"need," for who is to determine
what every man needs? As Ortega
y Gasset reminds us, there is no
longer an aristocracy with its no
blesse oblige to establish social cri
teria or to define wants and needs
for the people; instead, an indiffer
ent and apathetic mass rules itself
by standards which Aldridge, for
one, finds false and unworthy. Al
dridge seems to approximate Vier-

eck's definition; but, since he can
not accept the values of the mass
society, his critical position becomes
confused. He affirms the need for
values, which at one point in his
argument he contends are the re
sponsibility of the artist to establish,
while he simultaneously states that
the artist who loses contact with
society cannot hope to produce a
significant work of art. In other
words, the artist must set the stand
ards, but he must not alienate him
self from the society whose stand
ards he wishes to change. How Al
dridge would effect this idealistic
plan is not clear; indeed, Aldridge
negates the suggestion of positive
social action by the artist when he
says:
It is true that today people every
where are asking to be reassured
and comforted. It is also true that
in the last several years no work of
fiction of genuine quality has been
able to do either. TTiat fact may in
dicate not only that a successful af
firmative writing cannot be pro
duced without affirmative experience
but that values which most people
wish to affirm are really false and
unworthy. It seems to me that the
best literature in America will con
tinue to be negative so long as the
country's values are such that no
writer of insight can possibly take
them seriously.
In one sense, the writer can alter
society's standards through negative
literature by producing more Sin
clair Lewis-like satires and Dreiser
like protests, so that the mass values
somehow become true and worthy;
but then the writer loses that vital
contact with society which Aldridge
deems so necessary. Furthermore,
Aldridge has stated earlier that the
Babbitts have been integrated into
American society through default of
active opposition and that the
workers are winning their battles
without the novelist's help. If this
is true, there is no place for new
Dreisers and Lewises; how then will
negative literature be produced ?
Aldridge does not say; for the truth,
which he only partially admits, is
that the novelist no longer wishes
to remake the world in his own
image. His education, his experi
ence, his travels have made him so
tolerant of other viewpoints that he
acknowledges their right to exist be
side his own standard. Like the po
litical thinker, the moral and social
writer has been forced to think in
international, rather than in na
tional and ethnical terms. Moreover this attitude seems to have

been diffused through most of soci
ety, for when a writer, such as
Buckley, asserts the supremacy of
his own values as universally appli
cable, he is attacked as unenlight
ened and prejudiced.
Yet, in an age in which we all
must make compromises and reser
vations continually, one cannot help
admire a writer who can so boldly
and with such simplicity declare
what he believes, as Buckley does
when he says:
I consider tnis battle of educa
tional theory important and worth
time and thought even in the con
text of a world situation that seems
to render totally irrelevant any fight
except the power struggle against
communism. I myself believe that
the duel between Christianity and
atheism is the most important in the
world. I further believe that the
struggle between individualism and
collectivism is the same struggle on
another level. I believe that if and
when the menace of Communism
is gone, other vital battles, at pres
ent subordinate, will emerge to the
foreground. And the winner must
have help from the Classroom.
This is Buckley's credo and, like
the creeds of Christian religion, it
expresses the major tenets of belief
based upon faith not upon reason.
It is unfortunate that Buckley in
terjects faith as the central prop of
his argument, when he should rely
on sober reason; for many readers,
who might subscribe to the princi
pal tenets of his credo, dissent most
vigorously from the particulars of
Buckley's philosophy when they
realize how irresponsibly he insists
upon faith in his own righteousness
to justify his viewpoint and deny
all others. "I will proceed," Buck
ley says, "on the assumption that
Christianity and freedom are 'good'
without ever worrying that by so
doing, I am being presumptuous."
His recognition of his "presumptuousness" is an implicit acknowledge
ment that not everyone agrees with
his credo and, by denying the vali
dity of any other beliefs, his un
critical attitude arouses the hostility
of readers who might hold similar
private creeds but who do not try
to make these beliefs public. Like
Aldridge, who designates all values
to which he does not personally
subscribe as "negative," Buckley's
major error is his fallacious attempt
to transfer a personal code to the
entire society.
Though some peop le, through a
sense of personal inadequacy to deal
with the situation, would deny it,
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the fact very obviously exists that
this is an age conditioned to think
increasingly in terms of a cultural
as well as political world society.
Consequently, it has become imposs
ible to dogmatize our personal val
ues where we cannot as yet grasp
the extensive meaning of a society,
which is no longer so relatively
homogeneous as the England of
Henry Fielding or the self-centered
Barsetshire of Anthony Trollope or
even Europe as created by the Con
gress of Vienna, which Peter Viereck finds illustrative of the "whole
society" with "whole values." Our
environment is not limited by the
horizon, the county, state, or na
tional boundary, but encompasses
the whole world; this is a truism,
of course, but it needs emphasizing
since so much contemporary thought
presupposes that a heterogeneous,
fragmented society means one with
out values. "Nothing is more cer
tain in modern society than the
principle that there are no abso
lutes," the chief justice of the United
States said last year. He was wrong
for the right reason, for there can
be no permanent, immutable stand
ards wnere no homogeneous society
exists out of which "whole values
can grow. This does not imply,
however, that no values or only
negative values exist; for as long as
man is capable of making discrimi
nate choice, values will remain. Even
though these existent values are per
sonal rather than universal, they are
highly important in this psycholog
ical age, since they enable man to
evaluate his new world society in
terms of his egocentric viewpoint.
And, because man is a social animal,
he finds others who agree with him
and with whom he aan associate
himself for the practice and pre
servation of these personal values.
A religious community represents
one such group and, in an educa
tional sense, a college like Kenyon
represents another. Most of us are
at Kenyon because we affirm the
importance of a liberal education
in a technological age and we have
sought the companionship and the
instruction of those who hold simi
lar convictions. Similarly, it is the
artist's responsibility to seek out
that segment of the society with
which he finds affinity and crea
tively to portray it, thereby elimi
nating the "negative" literature to
which Aldridge objects. The crea
tive writer's only other recourse is to
adopt the French "moraliste" tech14

nique, in which he examines a seg
ment of society, recording his im
pressions without explicit moral
evaluation. Of course many critics
argue, that even the selection of ma
terial necessitates moral appraisal;
but the true artist should be cap
able of suspending his own values
to select those details of the viewed
incident which are most dramatic
ally adaptable to creative expres
sion, just as he is capable of creating
characters from pure imagination
rather than presenting types which
only reflect his unconscious per
sonality.
Such an attitude must be accepted
by tne critic as well, if he is fairly
to evaluate an author's work. Too
often this is not true; and when,
for example, Aldridge deplores the
false values expressed in Merle Mil
ler's novels, he records his personal
rejection of what Miller's charact
ers represent. He should not, how
ever, condemn Miller for having
written about these people; rather
he should evaluate the degree to
which Miller succeeds in portraying
his characters as indicative of that
segment of society in which they
live and of those states of mind
which they are supposed to repres
ent. But Aldridge does not. His
subjective moral appraisal is irre
levant and reveals how little the
past twenty years of criticism have
affected him. The writer cannot be
ruthlessly dogmatic, as Aldridge has •
suggested the "healthy" artist must
be, for the artist has grown even
more tolerant than the rest of soci
ety. One might be more optimistic
than Aldridge and suggest that the
literary artist is less interested in.
social protest, not through apathetic,
post-war weariness, but through a
greater appreciation of the new
world society's complex heterogene
ity. As a critic Aldridge has either
lost pace with, or obscured for him
self, the meaning of this movement.
A similar statement could be
made of William Buckley. His pro
test contains the essential element
of sincerity, but his criticism be
comes irrelevant because he resorts
to questionable facts and data and
eventually manipulates the truth,
thereby sacrificing this essential
value to emphasize other values.
Ultimately Buckley's dogmatism (or
his overly vigorous enunciation of
positive values) is alien to even so
heterogeneous a community as Yale.
His efforts to restore an economic
system, which would demand equ-

ally drastic revisions in our polit
ical and social systems, is not feas
ible and his desire for Yale to ^ive
catholic dogmatism to a religious
philosophy which traditionally ab
hors such an approach is ill-con
ceived.
Buckley fails in seeking, and Aldridge in attempting to inspire, a
renascence of traditional standards.]
In quixotic fashion they would eli
minate the complexity of modern
life by enforced conformity to uni
versal standards. To attempt, or to
suggest, remolding complex moral,
social and political value systems to
an individual standard evades man's,
the artist's, responsibility by escaping
into an idealistic vision of a non
existent homogeneous society. Like
Don Quixote, Mr. Buckley, and Mr.
Aldridge are tilting with windmills
when they could more construc
tively be helping man to understand
his place in the new world picture.
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THE DISHWASHER
I
We see a silent man.
his silent motions
weigh heavily upon us.
we see him only for a moment,
his presence, shame, and glory
are in the slit of light
between the wall and swinging door.
we shovel down our beans.
we think of dirty boards
cooks with dirty hands,
the rancid smell of all night kitchens.
we think of grease,
of sticky fingers in our food.
we think of smoke over frying pans,
of sweat running down the arms
of hairy men into our mouths.
we will not think of the dishwasher.
II
Our heads are hot with gummy sugarbowls.
we never know of the dishwasher,
the silent man who looks at us
while the door is swinging shut,
we never really see the dishwasher,
we see a narrowing strip of man,
a gaunt man, his flesh afire,
his hands steaming, his mouth iced shut,
a chaffed revelation of a man.
we never think of plates, of cups,
of saucers, butterplates, and bowls,
of knives and forks and spoons,
of sandwichplates and glasses,
jugs and jars and pans,
he thinks of these and says nothing,
he is the dishwasher and a mute urchin.
Ill
He comes and goes with wanderers.
we never see him in the streets.
we never look.
he sulks within the cracks in doors,
he beds with banging china,
he is tired, and thin, and dead,
he knows food too well to eat.
he knows cleanliness too well to wash,
he knows standing too well to fall,
he knows the looks of men
through cracks in doors too well to speak,
he is the silent messiah
who could tell us of the other world,
but we will not think of him.
IV
We wonder who he is who leans,
who furtively looks up from muck) fingers,
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who stares at spattered walls,
who scrapes, and rubs, and wipes
the waste of famous mouths.
he could speak, and he could tell
of muffled screams into the garbage.
but we do not like to think of him,
or ask him how's the job.
perhaps we know what he would say.
we know the death rattle of a thousand men.
we know the scorched eyes of sick men.
we know the quivering lips
of the lost fathers of lost sons.
but we do not like to think of ignominy,
of the careless, unknown blood . . .
of him, who stands, or leans, forgotten.
—R. U. Forsyth

WRATH
It is not that I must go to him now.
It is not that I must go
And humble myself to him,
Because that would be to go to him
As I am now,
And I must be alone
As I am now.
It is not that I must go to him now
And let him see
What I am now.
It is that I must wait,
Wait until I am not as I am now.
It is that I must wait
And be alone,
Alone as I am now,
And wait until I am no longer alone
Before I see him.
But it is not that either.
It is not that I must go to him now
And humble myself to him
As I am now.
And it is not that 1 must wait
Until I am no longer
As I am now
Before I see him:
It is that
If he saw me as I am now
He would not know who I am
It is that
If he saw me alone
As I am now
He would not know who I am.
No it is not that.
It is that
I must be alone as I am now.

i

—Paul Matthews.
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e's fast — lie's smart — lie covers ground — lie's a real varsity
outfielder! The 'quick-trick' cigarette mildness tests were almost
too hot to handle, hut he didn't make an error. He realized
that cigarette mildness can't he judged in slam-hang fashion.
Millions of smokers throughout America know, too, there's a
thorough way to judge cigarette mildness!
It9a the sensible test... the 30-Day Camel Mildness Test, which
simply asks you to try Camels on a day-after-day, pack-after-pack
basis. No snap judgments! Once you've tried Camels for 30 days
in your "T-Zone" (T for Throat, T for Taste), you'll see why .,.
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